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	 	 	 		As	long	as	I	don’t	have	to	be	near	m’Da	I’m	alright.	
	 JOE			 	 		What’s	wrong	
	 PATSY	 	 		Whataya	think,	he’s	drunk.	
	 	 (Marilyn,	Desmond	and	Nipper	exit	at	the	other	side)	







	 JOE		 	 		What	happened	to	Nipper,	Patsy,	how	did	he	get	into	that	state?	




































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































185	Sara Keating, ‘Observing a Son of Ulster’, The Irish Times 14/09/2009. 





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Charlie	Straw:		 	 	 16yr	old	part-time	shop	assistant.		
	
Val	Fitzpatrick:		 	 	 Shop	owner,	60s.		
	
Linda	Mooney:	 	 	 18yr	old	part-time	shop	assistant.		
	
Noreen	Lemon:	 	 	 18yr	old	best	mate	of	Linda.	
	
Paul	McVey:	 	 	 	 19yr	old	nephew	of	Val.	
	








































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































POPE:	 	 	 	 I	swear	on	the	Holy	Bible.		
	










CHICK:		 	 	 I’m	up	for	it.	
	
POPE:	 	 	 	 Nah,	too	soon.		
	




CHICK:		 	 	 More	than	ready.	
	 210	
	
POPE:	 	 	 	 Not	this	one.	Maybe	next	one.	
	













































































































WILKIE:	 	 	 I’ll	roll	the	legs	up?		
	
















POPE:	 	 	 Both	knees.		
	










































































































































































































































































































































CHICK:		 	 	 	 	Not	until	you	stop	acting	the	maggot.	
	




EDDIE:		 	 	 	 Dirty	fucking	scum	bag.		
	
	










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































POPE:	 	 	 	 What’s	he	been	up	to?		
	







































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































EDDIE:		 	 	 Can	we	just	go	now?		
	
DERMOT:	 	 	 Yeah,	if	you	want.		
	










































































































JOHNTO:	 	 	 And	here’s	your	plane	ticket.		
	
EDDIE:		 	 	 It’s	for	tonight.	
	









































































































































































EDDIE:		 	 	 Why	am	I	here?		
(the	gun)	What	are	you	doing?		
	






















































POPE:	 	 	 	 Your	Da’s	finished.	He’s	over,	he’s	gone.		
	



























































CHICK:		 	 	 What	the	fuck?		
	 	 	 	 Shit....	









EDDIE:		 	 	 Thanks.		
	


































CHICK:		 	 	 (Shouts)	Just	get	the	fuck	would	ya.		
	






























































































































































Russ.		 	 	 	 45	years	old.		
	
Alfie:	 	 	 	 18	years	old.	
	
	
	
	
The	play	is	set	in	a	gay	club	in	Belfast.		
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The	Club.		
	
As	the	audience	come	in	Russ	and	Alfie	are	dancing.		
	
Sigala	&	Ella	Eyre’s	‘Came	here	for	Love’	plays.		
	
Russ	and	Alfie	dance	oblivious	of	each	other’s	presence,	occasionally	they	make	eye	contact.		
They	get	closer,	building	up	to	lips	almost	touching,	Russ	reaches	out	his	hand,	gently	
caresses	the	other	younger	man’s	chest.		
	
Music	ends	as	the	lights	snap	up	to	bright.	Russ	looks	at	the	audience.		
	
RUSS:	 That	exact	moment.	The	moment,	you	step	across.	You	step	over	a	line.	It’s	
invisible	but	it’s	Ingrained,	it’s	there.	It	fucking	exists.	And	when	you’ve	
crossed	it	..	Fuck	me,	that’s	all	I	can	...	Just	make	sure	you’re	ready	for	it,	
cause	the	bastards	are	going	to	nail	you	for	it.	
	
ALFIE:				 I	don’t	do	anything.	I	could	stop	it.	I	could	walk	away.	I	could	do	a	lot	of	
things.	But	I	don’t	do	anything.	Maybe	.....	maybe	I	kind	of	like	it	....		
	
RUSS:	 Everyone	knows	it’s	there.		
Everyone	knows	when	it’s	been	crossed.		
	 And	who	the	fuck	gets	to	draw	it?		
	
ALFIE:	 I	could	look	in	his	face	and	I	could	tell	him.	I	could	say	right	out	loud,	hey	how	
ya	doin?	how’s	life?	Remember	me?	Do	you?	Do	you	even	remember?	
Recognise	this	face	at	all?	
	
RUSS:		 Crossing	it,	this	invisible	line,	is	saying	fuck	you,	this	is	my	life,	my	decisions,	
my	right,	my	being	here,	my	ownership	of	me,	my	choice,	my	need,	my	path,	
my	life	...	MY	FUCKING	LIFE.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	thought	it	would	feel	different.	Like	feel	really	good.	Like	I’d	achieved	
something.	I	thought	I’d	laugh,	really	fuckin	laugh.	I	thought	I’d	enjoy	seeing	
him	suffer.		
	
RUSS:	 And	what	happens	when	what	you	want,	what	you	desperately	want	and	
need	is	over	that	line?	Do	you	stand	there	and	watch	it,	aching	for	it?	What	
do	you	do?		I	mean	these	lines	they	are	all	made	up,	someone	at	some	time	
has	decided	.....	And	we	all	obey	it.	Like	it’s	some	eternal	fucking	truth.	Facts	
of	the	world.		
	
He	stands	still	letting	the	words	hang	in	the	air.	Lights	snap	up.	Russ	sits	on	a	stool,	takes	a	
deep	breath	and	sighs.		
	
	 281	
RUSS:	 I’m	not	out	of	control.	Totally	know	what	I’m	doing.	Nothing	fucking	weird	
about	me	...	nothing	...		
Beat.		
	
	 Ok	so	maybe	when	I	was	younger,	maybe	when	I	was	a	kid	I	did	some	weird	
shit.		
Like,	when	I	made	those	prank	phone	calls.	(Laughs)		
It	wasn’t	that	weird.	Just	stuff	kids	do,	it’s	normal,	right.	Fucking	normal	kids’	
stuff.		
I’d	sit	in	our	hall	when	everyone	was	out	and	I’d	pick	up	the	telephone	and	I’d	
ring	these	random	telephone	phone	numbers,	I	made	them	up,	like	some	
magic	code	and	these	random	numbers	connected	me	with	these	people,	
voices,	strangers	from	God	only	knows	where....	He	laughs.		
	
I’d	dial	the	number,	and	I’d	sit	there,	I’d	wait,	I’d	listen	to	the	pulse	of	the	
other	phone	ringing,	my	heart	beating	fast.	
	
ALFIE:					 Haaallo	...	
	
RUSS:	 I	listen	to	them,	holding	onto	the	moment	for	as	long	as	I	can.		
	
ALFIE:	 Hello.	Hello.	Who’s	there?	Who	is	this?		
	
RUSS:	 Sometimes,	I’d	remember	the	number	and	I’d	call	them	back,	more	than	just	
once,	sometimes	it	would	be	two	or	three	calls	in	a	day	or	over	a	few	days,	
maybe	even	a	week,	giving	them	the	silent	treatment,	seeing	how	far	I	could	
push	it,	how	much	they	could	take,	their	voices	sounding	more	and	more	
anxious	each	time	I’d	call.		
	
ALFIE:	 Hello....	Hello	....	Look	whoever	you	are	will	you	just	go	and	fuck	away	off,	
you	mental	sick	bastard.	Sick	bastard!	Fuck	off	...		
	
Russ	covers	his	mouth	as	he	laughs.		
	
RUSS:	 Eventually	I’m	bored	doing	this.		
	
Laughs.	
I	moved	onto	people	I	knew.	This	was	way,	way	more	risky,	and	way,	way	
more	exciting.	A	real	proper	thrill.	I’d	ring	up	their	house	and	put	on	a	fake	
voice,	sometimes	American,	sometimes	English.	I	was	good	at	putting	on	
voices,	pretending	to	be	someone	else.	My	favourite	was	pretending	to	be	a	
DJ	off	the	local	radio	station.			
	
(American	accent)	Hello	is	that	Mrs	Cunningham?		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Yes,	Yes	it	is.	
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RUSS:	 Hi	Mrs	Cunningham	this	is	Johnny	J	from	Downtown	radio,	how	are	you	
today?	
	
ALFIE:	 No	frigging	way!	Seriously?	Johnny	J?	Ack	away	on	with	ya.	(Screams)	Oh	my	
God	Tanya	it’s	yer	man	Johnny	J	from	the	radio.	
	
RUSS:	 I’m	calling	you	Mrs	Cunningham	as	your	name	has	been	put	forward	for	our	
afternoon	challenge.	
	
ALFIE:	 The	Afternoon	Challenge?	Me?	Away	on	with	ye.	Jesus	Tanya	he	wants	me	to	
do	the	afternoon	challenge.	Me!	Frig	I’ve	always	wanted	to	do	this.		
	
RUSS:	 All	you	have	to	do	is	say	the	nursery	Rhyme	Ba	Ba	Black	sheep	in	a	Scottish	
accent.		
	
ALFIE:	 Is	that	it?	Is	that	all?	
	
RUSS:	 Make	it	a	drunk	one.		
	
ALFIE:	 Ok,	I’ll	try.	
	
RUSS:	 If	you	do	it	you	win	our	Afternoon	challenge	big	prize.	So	Mrs	Cunningham	
are	you	up	for	it?		
	
ALFIE:	 Oh	...	yes	I’ll	give	it	a	wee	go	for	you.	
	
RUSS:	 Ok,	off	you	go	then.	
	
ALFIE:	 (Terrible	Scottish	accent,	drunk)	Ba	ba	Black	sheep	have	you	any	wool,	yes	sir	
yes	sir	three	bags	full.	One	for	the	master	...	oh	and	one	for	the	dame	and	
one	for	the	little	boy	who	lives	down	the	lane.	
	
RUSS:	 Fantastic	Mrs	Cunningham.	Now	can	you	do	it	again	this	time	standing	on	
one	leg	and	with	a	finger	in	your	mouth.	
	
ALFIE:	 Ok,	I’ll	try.		
	
RUSS:	 Great	that’s	the	spirit.	
	
ALFIE:	 Ba	ba	black	sheep	have	you	any	wool,	yes	sir,	yes	sir	three	bags	full.	One	for	
the	master,	one	for	the	dame	and	one	for	the	little	boy	who	lives	down	the	
lane.	
	
RUSS:	 Ah	that’s	brilliant	Mrs	Cunnigham.	You’ve	won	our	big	prize	today.	
	
ALFIE:	 Ah	really	ack	that’s	great.	Jesus	Tanya	I’ve	frigging	won.	What	is	it?	What	
have	I	won?	
	 283	
	
RUSS:	 You’ve	won	the	title	of	biggest	stupid	cunt	of	the	week	Mrs	Cunnigham.	Bye	
Bye	you	fucking	stupid	Idiot!		
	
Club	lights	-	‘Nightmare’	Haisey	plays.	Lights	snap	up	to	bright.	
	
	 	My	Dad’s	building	an	extension	at	the	back	of	our	house.	At	weekends,	me	
and	my	older	brother	give	him	a	hand.	This	particular	day,	I	push	myself	
forward	and	decide	I	want	to	do	some	brick	laying,	I’m	thinking	if	I	can	do	
that,	I’ll	be	really	helping	myself.	It’s	not	as	easy	as	it	looks	but	I	try.	My	
brother	keeps	on	having	a	go	at	me.	
	
ALFIE:	 Oh	watch	yourself	Russell	you	might	break	a	nail	doing	that.	You	sure	your	
wrists	are	strong	enough	to	carry	all	them	bricks?		
	
RUSS:	 He’s	saying	it	as	a	joke,	not	deliberately	trying	to	be	a	horrible	bastard,	and	
my	dad	although	he’s	laughing	does	tell	him	off.		
My	attempt	at	the	wall	is	a	wild	fucking	disaster	and	my	dad	in	his	frustration	
says	to	me.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 Away	into	the	kitchen	and	help	your	ma	make	the	tea.		
	
RUSS:	 He’s	not	meaning	to	hurt	me	but	fuck	sake,	he	so	does.	I	drop	everything	and	
go	off	into	the	house.	Thinking	about	it,	I	probably	throw	a	hissy	fit	and	mince	
off.	Later	I	look	out	the	bedroom	window	and	see	my	dad	has	taken	down	my	
attempt	at	the	wall,	so	I’ve	totally	failed	and	now	he’s	play	fighting	with	my	
brother	in	the	garden,	boys	together.	I	can	hear	their	macho	banter	as	they	
grab	each	other	and	wrestle	to	the	ground.	It	hits	me	full	on	that	no	matter	
how	hard	I	try	I’m	not	the	same	as	them	and	they	instinctively	know	it.	
Always	act	strong,	act	like	a	real	man,	otherwise	no	one’s	going	to	take	you	
seriously.			
	
Club	lights.	Who’s	Got	Your	Love	Tonight	by	Cheat	Codes	&	Daniel	Blume.	Russ	stares	across		
at	Alfie.	Alfie	stares	back	at	him.		
	
Lights	snap	back	to	bright.	Alfie	approaches	the	audience.		
	
ALFIE:	 How	did	I	end	up	in	this	here	situation.		
You	see	it’s	not	that	straight	forward.	You	need	to	understand	where	I’m	
coming	from.		
The	sort	of	person	I	am.	I’m	not	a	spiteful	wee	bastard.	I’m	not	out	to	cause	
trouble	and	wreck	anyone’s	life.	That’s	not	my	style.			
	
	 Right	so	...	Where	did	it	all	kick	off	for	me....		Ok.		
	
There	was	this	one	time	when	my	dad	caught	me	trying	on	my	mum’s	high	
heels	and	her	new	silky	Zara	top.		
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When	I	heard	him	coming	up	the	stairs	I	made	a	run	for	it,	into	my	bedroom,	
hid	behind	the	door.	My	heart	beating	out	of	me.	Then	he	walks	straight	into	
my	room,	and	sees	me	hiding	there.	He	doesn’t	speak,	he	just	gives	me	this	
look.	He	can	see	I’m	shitting	my	pants.	And	then	he	says.		
	
RUSS:	 	 Why	are	you	hiding	behind	the	door?		
	
ALFIE:	 	 I	can’t	answer	him.	I’m	so	fucking	cut	to	the	bone.			
	
RUSS:	 Listen	son,	never	run	away	and	hide,	do	you	hear	me,	when	you	hide	people	
think	you’ve	done	something	wrong,	they	think	you’re	ashamed	of	who	you	
are.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	still	can’t	speak.	I	stick	my	fingers	in	my	mouth	like	I’m	some	mental	case.	
Then	he	turns	and	walks	out	of	the	room	and	shouts	back	at	me,		
	
RUSS:	 Here	Alfie	make	sure	you	put	your	ma’s	clothes	back	in	her	wardrobe,	she’ll	
murder	you	if	you	ruin	that	new	blouse	on	her.	
	
Club	lights.		
	
Khia’s	‘My	Neck,	My	Back’	plays.	Alfie,	topless	and	wearing	tight	shorts,	dances.	He	is	over	
the	top	suggestive.	He	lip	syncs	to	the	song,	his	attention	on	Russ	who	watches	him	from	the	
side.						
	
Music	stops,	lights	snap	up	to	bright.		
	
RUSS:	 Teacher	training	college,	training	to	be	a	PE	teacher.	In	the	showers	after	a	
rugby	match.	Just	me	and	this	other	fella.	I’m	showering	away	and	I	look	over	
at	him	and	I	see	his	cock	all	covered	in	soap	suds,	he	starts	to	rub	the	suds	in	
all	around	it,	all	around	his	pubes	and	his	balls.	I	can’t	take	my	eyes	of	him.	
I’m	getting	a	hard	on	and	so	is	he.	He	looks	over	at	me,	he’s	staring	at	my	
cock.	I	start	rubbing	it	and	it’s	getting	harder.	The	other	fellas	come	running	
in,	oblivious,	I	turn	away	and	the	moments	gone.		
	
I	see	this	ad	in	the	paper	for	a	Gay	and	Lesbian	help	line	called	Cara	Friend.	
Takes	me	ages	to	pluck	up	the	courage	to	ring	them.	A	couple	of	nights	after	
seeing	the	ad	I	walk	down	to	the	phone	box	at	the	corner	of	our	street	and	
call	them.	This	fella	answers.	To	be	honest,	he	sounds	a	bit	gay,	not	too	gay,	
but	he	does	a	bit,	and	I	keep	thinking	in	my	head	he’s	gay	and	he	sounds	gay,	
I	don’t	sound	gay,	so	maybe	I’m	not	gay,	maybe	I’m	making	it	all	up	in	my	
head.	Maybe	I’m	delusional.	Anyway,	I	tell	him,	this	gay	speaking	fella	that	I	
think	I	might	be	gay	and	he	says	to	me.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Ok.		
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RUSS:	 And	that’s	it.	He	just	listens	to	me	talk	and	I	don’t	know	why,	but	after	a	bit	of	
me	just	talking	and	explaining	how	I’m	feeling,	I	start	to	cry,	all	this	pent-up	
emotion	that	I’ve	been	burying	for	Christ	knows	how	long	just	comes	flying	
out	of	me,	years	of	it	gets	set	free,	shit,	I	didn’t	know	I’ve	been	carrying	all	
that	around	...	and	this	gay	speaking	fella	is	dead	dead	nice	to	me	and	he	
says.	
	
ALFIE:	 It’s	ok.	Crying	is	a	form	of	release,	it’s	good	to	cry.	So,	go	on,	cry,	cry	your	
heart	out,	don’t	hold	back.			
	
RUSS:	 So,	I	do.	I	stand	there	in	this	call	box	blubbering	like	a	wee	child.	And	then	
this	woman	who’s	waiting	outside	the	phone	box	knocks	on	the	window	and	
stares	right	at	me,	looking	at	her	watch	every	two	seconds	and	tutting	really	
loudly	and	then	she	shouts.	
	
ALFIE:	 Will	you	hurry	up	in	there!	
	
RUSS:	 I	tell	the	gay	sounding	gay	I	have	to	go	and	he	says.	
	
ALFIE:	 Ok,	but	make	sure	you	ring	back	again,	we’re	always	here	for	you,	anytime	
you	need	to	talk.		
	
Beat.	
	
RUSS:	 I	did	call	back.	But	it	isn’t	always	the	same	gay	sounding	fella	that	I	get	talking	
to,	it’s	different	ones,	but	that	was	ok,	they’re	all	dead	nice	and	supportive.	I	
call	back	every	week	for	months.	The	last	time	I	call	the	line	the	fella	I’m	
talking	to	says	it’s	time	I	made	a	move	in	the	right	direction.		
The	right	direction!	What	do	ya	mean?		
	
ALFIE:	 There’s	this	disco,	a	gay	disco,	that	happens	on	a	Monday	night	down	in	
town.	It’s	great,	you’ll	love	it,	really	friendly	just	like	any	other	disco	only	its	
totally	gay.		
	
RUSS:	 Nah,	I’m	not	ready.	What	if	somebody	sees	me?	
	
ALFIE:	 like	who?	
	
RUSS:	 Like	someone	I	know.	
	
ALFIE:	 Then	you’re	ok,	cause	if	they’re	in	the	club	they’re	gay	too.	
	
RUSS:	 But	what	if	they’re	not?	What	if	they’re	spies?	What	if	they’re	going	there	
just	to	look	out	for	people	like	me.	
	
ALFIE:	 And	why	would	they	do	that?	
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RUSS:	 So	they	can	tell	everyone	else	about	me.		
	
ALFIE:	 You	just	have	to	take	that	risk	I’m	afraid.		
	
RUSS:	 Right.	
	
ALFIE:	 If	you	want	to	go	I	can	arrange	for	someone	from	CARA	Friend	to	meet	you	
and	bring	you.	
	
RUSS:	 Like	a	chaperone?	
	
ALFIE:	 Like	a	friend.	
	
RUSS:	 I	don’t	ring	Cara	friend	ever	again.	It’s	just	a	step	too	far.		
	
Club	lights	come	up.	‘I	wish	you	well’	Sigala	plays.		Alfie	dances.	Russ	steps	forward	and	
watches	him.		
	
Music	ends	as	the	lights	snap	up	to	bright.					
	
ALFIE:	 I	like	most	of	the	lessons	at	school	except	PE,	the	teacher,	McMullan	is	a	total	
one	hundred	per	cent	bastard.	A	real	macho	fucking	homophobe.		
	
Alfie	looks	across	at	Russ.		
	
He	says	stuff	like	
	
RUSS:	 	 Kick	that	ball	like	a	man,	not	a	wee	fairy.		
	
ALFIE:	 He’s	always	picking	on	me	to	do	stuff,	stuff	he	knows	I’ll	mess	up.	Course	this	
is	like	great	entertainment	for	all	the	rest	of	the	fellas	in	my	class.		
	
RUSS:	 Ah	mate	you’re	such	a	fucking	failure	my	wee	sister	can	kick	a	ball	better	
than	that.	
	 Go	and	put	on	your	tutu	princess.	
	 Where’s	your	lipstick?		
	
ALFIE:			 It	was	all	of	them	against	little	old	queer	boy	me.	In	the	end	I	refuse	to	do	it.	
	
RUSS:	 Your	problem	Shaw	is	you	need	to	toughen	up.	Do	you	want	to	be	a	man	or	a	
wee	girl?		
	
ALFIE:	 After	games	I’m	feeling	too	intimidated	to	go	into	the	showers	with	the	other	
boys,	what	if	something	happens,	I	mean	what	if	something	pops	up,	what	
would	I	do?	How	can	I	hide	it,	everyone	will	see	it,	they’ll	all	know.	Today	Is	
one	of	those	days	so	I	quickly	get	out	of	my	kit	and	start	to	change	into	my	
clothes.	This	other	fella	Smicker	says.	
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RUSS:	 Oi	Fruit	merchant	why	you	not	taking	a	shower?’		
	
ALFIE:	 I	ignore	him	and	carry	on,	then	he	starts	shouting	at	the	other	fellas	and	
someone	says.	
	
RUSS:	 He’s	not	taking	a	shower	cause	he	doesn’t	want	us	seeing	his	vagina.			
	
ALFIE:	 The	others	laugh.	Think	it’s	so	hilarious.		Then	McMullan	comes	in.	
	
RUSS:	 Right	Shaw	you	know	the	rules,	get	your	kit	off,	into	that	shower	now,	stop	
your	whining.	School	rules.		
	
ALFIE:	 All	the	boys	gather	round	to	watch	me	strip	off.	I	put	my	hand	over	my	bits	
and	run	into	the	shower	with	them	all	laughing	and	jeering	some	shouting	
he’s	covering	his	fanny.	McMullan	doesn’t	say	anything,	he	doesn’t	put	an	
end	to	it.	It’s	like	he’s	enjoying	watching	my	pain.	What	a	fucking	horrible	
bastard.		
	
A	few	days	later	he	walks	past	me	in	the	corridor.	I’m	mucking	about	with	my	
mate	Cheryl	and	a	few	other	girls,	we’re	laughing	at	something	and	carrying	
on	big	time	as	per	usual.	He	stops	in	his	tracks	and	just	stares	right	at	me.	
	
RUSS:	 Shaw,	you	need	to	seriously	wise	up.	Man	up	would	you,	you’re	a	bloody	
disgrace.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	feel	like	he’s	just	kneed	me	in	the	stomach.	I	feel	like	shit.	
	
I	don’t	tell	my	parents	any	of	this	stuff.	What’s	the	point?	What	can	they	do	
about	it,	even	if	they	want	to	go	up	to	the	school	and	make	a	big	fuss,	who	is	
really	going	to	take	this	seriously	or	even	believe	it.		They’re	all	probably	
thinking	the	same	as	he	is.	That	boy	needs	to	man	up.	They’ll	just	accuse	me	
of	being	overly	sensitive.	People	are	such	cunts.		
	
	
	
Club	lights,	‘	One	Kiss’	(Valentino	remix)	by	Calvin	Harris	&	Dua	Lipa	plays.		
	
Lights	snap	up	to.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	know	I’m	gay	although	I’ve	never	actually	sat	down	and	told	anyone	
everyone	knows	it	too.	Boys	in	school	either	ignored	me	or	laugh	at	me.	Most	
of	the	girls	are	cool.	All	my	mates	are	girls	and	we	have	a	good	fun	raking	
about	and	shit.		
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None	of	my	mates	have	these	issues.	Their	lives	seemed	dead	normal	all	
organised	and	planned	out.	They	know	where	they’re	going	and	what	they	
want.	They	can	sit	down	and	say	stuff	like	...	
	
RUSS:	 When	I’m	twenty-five	I	want	to	be	engaged	and	when	I’m	twenty-nine	I	want	
to	have	my	first	baby	and	two	years	I’ll	have	another	one.			
	
ALFIE:	 They	have	a	plan,	the	plan	has	been	laid	out	for	them,	tried	and	tested,	it’s	
easy,	they	don’t	have	to	work	it	out.		
	
ALFIE:	 And	me,	well	I’m	making	it	up	as	I	go	along.	Dot	to	dot	drawing	out	what	my	
life	is	going	to	look	like.		
I	start	asking	why	me?	Not	in	a	feeling	sorry	for	myself	way,	I’m	just	really	
trying	to	work	it	out.	Why	is	it	that	I	turned	out	different	to	everyone	around	
me?	Was	I	in	the	wrong	womb	at	the	wrong	time?		
	
How	have	I	ended	up	like	this?		
	
RUSS:	 	 It’s	all	because	of	the	gay	gene	X928,	it’s	to	blame?		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Does	that	gene	really	exist?		
	
RUSS:	 	 It’s	in	the	paper	and	they’re	talking	about	it	on	Loose	Women,	so	it	must	do!	
	
ALFIE:	 Was	I	made	gay	in	my	mother’s	womb	as	a	tiny	helpless	foetus	all	because	I	
had	older	brothers?		
	
RUSS:	 What	a	load	of	bollocks!	
	
ALFIE:	 I’m	not	even	kidding	there’s	this	research	that	says	having	older	brothers	
increases	the	chances	of	a	boy	being	gay.		
	
RUSS:	 Ha.	
	
ALFIE:	 Well	maybe	it	was	my	mother’s	desperate	desire	to	have	a	girl	child	that	
caused	it?		
	
RUSS:	 Or	maybe	you	just	spent	too	much	time	with	your	mother	and	not	enough	
with	my	father.		
	
Club	lights.	‘Justified	and	Ancient’	People	of	K	plays.		
	
ALFIE:	 We	had	to	do	this	research	thing	in	PSHE.	It	was	to	do	with	civil	rights.	Touchy	
subject	in	Northern	Ireland	but	an	important	one	I	think.	Loads	of	people	in	
my	class	looked	at	American	Civil	rights	and	some	looked	at	here,	the	start	of	
the	troubles	some	woman	called	Bernadette	Devlin	and	all	that.	I	decide	to	
look	at	gay	rights.	Because	I’m	not	interested	in	all	that	other	stuff.	It’s	just	
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the	same	old	shit.	You	know	what	I	mean.	Gay	rights	is	my	history	and	I	need	
to	know	it.		
No	one	in	my	class	knows	any	of	this	stuff.	Me	included.	I	have	to	go	and	do	
research	to	find	that	out.		
The	gay	rights	association	of	Northern	Ireland	single	handedly	took	on	the	
British	Government	in	the	European	court	of	human	rights.	I	mean,	Jesus	
fucking	Christ,	why	didn’t	I	know	about	this	stuff?	This	is	actually	dead	
interesting.	So	relevant	to	our	history.	It	was	all	about	the	decriminalisation	
of	homosexual	back	in	the	day.	In	the	rest	of	the	UK,	being	gay	was	
decriminalised	back	in	...	1967.	But	for	some	reason	that	didn’t	extend	to	
Northern	Ireland,	even	though	we	are	part	of	the	same	country,	supposedly.	
So,	this	guy	who	worked	for	the	Northern	Irish	gay	rights	association,	Jeff	he	
was	called,	thought	it	was	unfair	for	gays	living	in	Northern	Ireland	so	he	put	
his	money	where	his	mouth	was	and	he	went	to	the	European	court	and	got	
them	to	change	things	and	he	won	his	fucking	case.	That	is	so	awesome.	The	
DUP	tried	to	stop	him.	They	had	this	campaign	called	Save	Ulster	from	
Sodomy	and	basically	what	it	meant	was	that	they	wanted	to	keep	Northern	
Ireland	pure	for	when	Jesus	Christ	came	back	to	earth,	so	that	at	least	one	
place	on	this	planet	was	still	holding	up	Christian	values.	I	mean	fuck	sake,	
get	real,	no	one	comes	to	Northern	Ireland,	not	ever,	they	go	to	fucking	
Dublin	when	they	visit	Ireland	so	like	the	DUP	need	to	rethink	that	one	big	
time.	Did	they	really	think	Jesus	Christ	was	going	to	jump	on	the	Belfast	
express	from	Dublin	and	come	here?	Do	a	black	taxi	tour	of	all	the	trouble	
spots	and	look	at	the	murals?	Go	to	the	Titanic	or	do	a	Game	of	Thrones	
tour?			Anyway,	they	didn’t	win	that	time.	Europe	said	they	were	out	of	order	
and	they	needed	to	do	the	right	thing	by	the	gays	and	bring	things	in	line	with	
the	rest	of	the	UK.	How	many	people	living	in	Northern	Ireland	actually	know	
about	that?	Hardly	any.	No	one	in	my	class	knew.	Me	included.	I	had	to	go	
and	do	research	to	find	that	out.	
	
‘Ain’t	Giving	Up’	Craig	David	&	Sigala	plays	
	
Lights	snap	up	to	bright.	
	
RUSS:	 I	come	across	these	adverts	in	the	Sunday	paper,	for	telephone	chat	lines.	
You	know,	horoscopes,	mediums,	dating	chat	lines	men	wanting	to	talk	to	
women	and	there’s	a	gay	one.		A	fucking	gay	one,	my	stomach	does	these	
wild	somersaults	when	I	read	it.	I	call	the	number.	This	weird	music	starts	to	
play.	
	
ALFIE:	 Welcome	to	man	on	man	action	stay	on	the	line	to	hear	hot	guys	telling	all,	
you	can	hear	my	night	with	a	male	stripper,	gang	banged	by	the	filth	and	all	
night	fuckfest	with	the	rugby	team.		
	
RUSS:			 The	adrenalin	crashes	through	my	body	at	athletic	speed.	My	mouth	goes	dry	
and	my	cock	gets	like	super	fucking	hard	just	thinking	about	it.	
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ALFIE:	 Press	one	for	true	confessions	or	two	for	guys	who	want	to	connect	with	
other	guys.		
	
RUSS:	 I	listen	to	them	all.	I	spend	ages	on	the	phone.	I	call	the	number	nearly	every	
day.	I	can’t	help	myself,	it’s	just	something	I	need	to	do.		
	
I	just	listen	to	the	guys	wanting	to	connect	with	other	guys.	Basically,	they	
just	say	who	they	are	and	what	sort	of	stuff	they’re	into.	It	was	straight	
forward	enough,	but	I	have	never	heard	fellas	talking	so	openly	like	this	
before.	I	desperately	want	to	ring	their	number	but	I	just	haven’t	got	the	
nerve.	I	fall	in	love	with	some	of	them	just	because	I	love	their	voices	and	I	
listen	over	and	over.	And	then	my	Ma	announces	that	her	and	my	Da	are	
going	away	for	the	weekend	to	stay	at	my	aunties	caravan	up	on	the	coast.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 Will	you	be	ok	staying	in	the	house	on	your	own?	
	
RUSS:	 	 Definitely.		
I	wait	until	nine	o’clock	on	the	Friday	night	just	to	make	sure	they’ve	
definitely	gone,	that	they	haven’t	forgotten	something.	I	dial	the	number	and	
I	listen	to	guys’	messages	again.	Drank	some	vodka	to	give	me	courage.	I	pick	
one	guy’s	message	and	I	put	in	the	digits	to	get	talking	to	him.	The	phone	
rings	and	he	comes	on	the	phone.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Hello.	
	
RUSS:	 	 He’s	Scottish,	lives	in	Glasgow	so	no	chance	of	him	popping	around.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 How	you	doin?	
	
RUSS:	 	 I’m	dead	on.	What’s	your	name.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 Davy.		
	
RUSS:	 Scottish	Davy.	Sounds	so	macho.	I	love	it.	And	his	voice	is	so	...	it	gives	me	
goose	bumps.	My	cock	gets	super	hard	again.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	haven’t	told	anyone	I’m	gay.	
	
RUSS:	 Me	either.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	know	I	should	but	I	don’t	feel	ready	yet.	
	
RUSS:	 Maybe	he	could	be	my	boyfriend.	I	could	get	the	ferry	over	to	Scotland	every	
so	often.	All	these	thoughts	race	through	my	head	and	by	the	end	of	the	call	
I’ve	given	him	my	address	and	he’s	going	to	write	to	me.	My	cock	is	still	super	
hard.		
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ALFIE:	 Great	chatting	to	you	mate.	I’ll	write	that	letter	tonight.	By	the	way	I	love	
your	voice.	
	
RUSS:	 I’m	in	love,	deeply	in	love.	We	really	click	me	and	Scottish	Davy.	Fuck	me	I	
have	got	a	Scottish	boyfriend	a	Glaswegian.	Imagine	that.	My	heart	is	busting.	
I	can’t	wait	to	meet	him.	I	can’t	wait	to	be	on	my	own	with	him.	To	touch	
him.	To	kiss	him.	To	go	to	bed	with	him.	I	go	to	bed	very	happy.	I	can’t	sleep	
thinking	about	him.	I	wank	about	him	imagining	what	he’s	going	to	feel	like.	I	
have	butterflies	in	my	stomach.	Life	is	finally	beginning.	I	can	feel	it	all	over	
my	body	and	it’s	just	so	amazing,	I	fall	asleep	smiling.		
	
	 Scottish	Davy’s	letter	arrives	in	the	post.		My	Mother	is	of	course	in	the	
hallway	when	the	post	man	pushes	it	through	the	letter	box.		
	
ALFIE:	 Who’s	that	from?		
	
RUSS:	 Ah	just	some	information	from	sport	courses.		
I	lock	myself	in	the	bathroom.	I	can’t	wait	to	open	the	letter.	My	hands	are	
actually	shaking.	I	rip	it	open	and	the	letter	falls	out	onto	the	bath	mat	along	
with	his	two	photographs.	I	pick	them	up	and	look	at	them.	And	there	he	is	
Scottish	Davy	the	love	of	my	life.	I’m	seeing	him	for	the	first	time	ever!	And	
he’s	a	fucking	ugly	dog.	My	cock	is	lifeless,	dead	as	fucking	Hector.		
Everything	I’ve	been	feeling,	every	thought	I’ve	had	about	him	completely	
and	utterly	dissolves	on	the	spot.	I	sit	on	the	toilet	staring	at	him.	Why?	Why	
the	fuck	did	he	have	to	turn	out	to	look	like	that?		I	might	be	desperate,	I	
might	be	without	a	boyfriend,	lonely	but	I	can	never,	ever	contemplate	doing	
anything	with	this	guy.	He	looks	so	fucking	gay,	a	mincer,	I	can’t	take	this	fella	
seriously.	What	a	bastard.	I	throw	the	letter	in	the	bin	and	put	Scottish	Davy	
right	out	of	my	head	and	I	don’t	reply	to	his	letter.	
	
	 The	phone	bill	arrives	and	my	mother	of	course	goes	ape	shit.		
	
	 This	bill	has	trebled	since	the	last	one?		
	
ALFIE:	 I’m	not	paying	this.	I’m	not.	I	want	answers!	
	
	
	 I	don’t	recognise	any	of	these	numbers	they’re	all	beginning	with	0891?		
	
RUSS:	 She	looks	straight	at	me	and	then	at	my	Da.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Have	either	of	you	been	calling	these	numbers?		
	
RUSS:	 My	brother	comes	into	the	room	and	sits	down	he	takes	the	phone	bill	and	
looks	at	it.	
	
ALFIE:	 Jesus	there’s	a	lot	of	these	numbers	someone’s	been	busy.		
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I	was	reading	that	there’s	a	whole	big	con	going	on	at	the	minute,	BT	are	
charging	people	for	these	calls	and	they	haven’t	made	them		
	
ALFIE:	 I’m	getting	to	the	bottom	of	this	no	one’s	going	to	con	me.		
	
RUSS:	 She	picks	up	the	phone	and	starts	to	dial	the	number	and	I	know	that	within	
seconds	she’s	going	to	hear	a	man’s	voice	telling	her	about	blow	jobs,	mutal	
wanking,	a	fella	with	a	twelve	inch	dick	and	a	gang	bang	in	a	Soho	sauna.		
Stop!	
She	freezes	mid	dial	and	stares	at	me.		
It	was	me.	I	made	those	calls.		
All	eyes	are	now	fixed	on	me.	I	can	see	a	smile	appear	on	my	brother’s	face.	
And	then	I	just	spit	it	out.	
They’re	numbers	for	...		horoscopes	and	a	fortune	teller,	I	lie	through	my	
fucking	teeth.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 A	fortune	teller?		
	
RUSS:	 My	brother	shakes	his	head	and	buries	his	face	in	his	hands,	he’s	scundered		
for	me	and	my	Ma’s	not	looking	at	all	convinced.		
I’m	worried	about	next	year	about	my	exams.		
There’s	a	silence.	My	brother	takes	his	hands	away	from	his	face	and	looks	at	
me,	I	think	he’s	beginning	to	actually	believe	this	bullshit.		
	
Pause.	
	
ALFIE:	 Ok.	So,	what	did	they	have	to	tell	you?		
	
RUSS:	 Oh	...	lots	of	stuff.	Really,	really	interesting	stuff.		
	
ALFIE:	 Are	you	going	to	be	ok?	You	going	to	pass?	
	
RUSS:	 Yes,	I	am.	She	nods,	she	looks	sort	of	relieved.	I’ll	pay	for	the	calls.	
	
ALFIE:	 Oh,	indeed	you	will,	indeed	you	bloody	well	will.		
	
RUSS:	 She	gets	up	and	puts	the	phone	back	on	the	table	in	the	hall	and	that	was	
that.	Then	she	says.	
	
ALFIE:	 They	didn’t	happen	to	say	anything	about	me,	did	they?		
	
RUSS:	 No.		
My	brother	the	sensitive	soul	of	a	bastard	that	he	is	mouths	ass	hole	over	to	
me,	but	I	really	don’t	care,	I’ve	scraped	through	this	potential	life	changing	
disaster	and	that’s	all	that	matters.	
	
Sound	of	Phone	Chat	line	music:	
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ALFIE:	 The	first	thing	I	did	that	made	me	officially	gay	was	sign	up	for	Grindr.	I	was	
fifteen.	Twink	for	older	...		
You	should	have	seen	the	photos	I	get	sent.		
Cock	shots,	ass	shots,	guys	getting	fucked,	guys	sucking	each	other	off,	old	
men	holding	their	dicks,	cum	shots,	loads	of	guys	wanking	and	then	shooting	
their	load.	It	was	an	education.	Some	of	it	was	really	gross,	but	some	of	it	was	
so	fucking	horny.	Some	really	good	looking	guys.	Like	guys	I	couldn’t	just	
couldn’t	believe	looked	like	that	and	were	actually	gay.	And	some	of	the	
questions	I	got	asked.	
	
RUSS:	 	 You	hung?		
	
	 	 What	you	into?		
	
	 	 You	like	kink?		
	
	 	 42O?			
	
	 	 Top	or	bottom?		
	
ALFIE:	 I	don’t	know	I’ve	never	had	sex	before,	so	how	was	I	meant	to	answer	them.
	 	 	
RUSS:	 	 Water	sports?	
	
	 	 Poppers?			
	
	 	 Pills?		
	
	 	 H&H?	
	
	 	 You	want	me	to	come	in	your	ass?	
	
ALFIE:	 Thing	is	you	don’t	want	to	sound	like	a	kid	so	you	say	yeah,	I’m	totally	into	all	
that	and	then	you	carry	on	the	conversation	until	it	runs	out	of	steam,	kind	of	
dies	out	and	disappears,	or,	they	suddenly	say.	
	
RUSS:	 	 Meet?		
	
ALFIE:	 And	then	I’d	like	totally	shit	my	pants.		
	
RUSS:	 I	can	accommodate,	or	travel.		
	
ALFIE:	 I’d	make	an	excuse	or	I’d	just	go	quiet	and	disappear.		
But	this	one	time	I	went	through	with	it.	I	agreed	to	a	meet.	This	guy	thirty	
something,	dead	good	looking,	I	mean	handsome,	daddy	type.	Though	he	
looked	nothing	like	my	da,	my	da	wishes.	In	my	da’s	dreams.	
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RUSS:	 	 I’ll	meet	you	in	my	car.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 It’s	a	sports	car!	Not	really	a	lot	of	room	to	do	anything.		
	
RUSS:	 	 You	know	anywhere	else	we	can	go?		
	
ALFIE:	 	 No.	
	
RUSS:	 	 I’ve	got	an	idea.	Get	into	the	car.	
	
ALFIE:	 I	get	in	the	car	and	he	drives	us	to	this	skip.	We	climb	into	it.	This	empty	skip/	
	
RUSS:	 I	spotted	it	on	my	way	to	meet	you	and	I	thought,	that	would	be	so	fucking	
horny	to	have	someone	in	here.		
	
ALFIE:	 Not	much	happens.	Just	me	sucking	him	off.	It’s	taken	him	ages	to	come.	He’s	
groaning	and	moaning	a	lot.	And	then	like	seconds	after	he	comes	he	sticks	
his	dick	back	in	his	trousers	and	zips	up.	
	
RUSS:	 Ok	see	ya	mate.		
	
ALFIE:	 He	climbs	out.	He	takes	a	run	at	it	and	jumps	out	like	fucking	batman	on	acid.		
He’s	away	and	I’m	left	standing	here	the	knees	of	my	good	jeans	covered	in	
cement	and	all	sorts	of	shit.	I	think	to	myself	would	this	happen	to	Miley	
Cyrus?		
	
I	try	the	running	thing	...		but	that	doesn’t	work	I	keep	slipping.	I’m	wearing	
these	rubbish	shoes.	I	mean,	in	my	defence	I	didn’t	know	I’d	end	up	in	a	skip	
when	I	put	them	on	me.	Eventually	after	a	few	gos	I	pull	myself	out.		
	
I	walk	the	couple	of	streets	back	home	and	I’m	looking	and	feeling	like	shit.	I	
have	a	light	bulb	moment!		
Just	because	someone’s	on	the	same	side	as	you,	doesn’t	mean	they’re	going	
to	be	on	your	side!	I	thought	to	myself	at	the	heart	of	it	all,	People	are	Cunts!	
	
RUSS:	 My	best	mate	Janine	takes	me	to	this	gay	club.	My	first	time	ever.		
I	can	see	the	doorway	looming	up	in	front	of	us.	It’s	dark	and	music	is	seeping	
out	of	it	into	the	street.	A	couple	of	the	doormen	are	standing	inside	it	
checking	people	coming	in.		
	
We	walk	into	the	doorway,	my	heart	is	in	my	actual	mouth,	my	tongue	is	as	
dry	as	an	auld	nun’s	crack,	my	hand	starts	to	shake	with	nerves.	The	doorman	
stops	us.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Nah.	You’re	not	coming	in.		
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RUSS:	 	 What?		
	
ALFIE:	 Special	night	tonight.		
	
RUSS:	 I	know	what	night	it	is.	It’s	the	gay	night.		
	
ALFIE:	 You	two	are	a	couple,	boy	and	girl	couple.		
	
RUSS:	 I	am	gay.		
	
ALFIE:	 Look	we	get	it	all	the	time	straight	ones	looking	for	a	place	to	go	when	all	the	
other	pubs	are	shut.		
	
RUSS:	 It’s	totally	not	like	that.		
	
ALFIE:	 If	you	really	are	gay	you	need	someone	from	Cara	Friend	to	bring	you	down,	
then	we’ll	know	you’re	legit.		Janine	went	mad.	
	
RUSS:	 Mister	are	you	fucking	for	real!		
	
ALFIE:	 Yip,	now	there’s	no	way	I	can	let	you	in,	not	tonight.	So	off	you	go	and	safe	
home.		
	
RUSS:	 I	tried	to	plead	with	him,	tell	him	about	how	much	courage	it	has	taken	to	get	
there,	to	actually	walk	through	the	door,	and	how	if	he	doesn’t	let	me	in	I	
mightn’t	have	the	courage	to	come	here	again	and	I	might	never	come	back,	I	
might	just	die	in	my	closet.	I	mean	how	can	I	communicate	what	it’s	like	to	be	
me	to	a	straight	door	man,	all	the	years	of	trying	to	feel	ok	about	yourself,	
trying	to	connect	and	to	live	a	life	that	you	want.	You	just	can’t.	I	think	about	
telling	him	how	much	I	loved	Charlie’s	Angels	and	Dallas	and	how	Kylie	was	
my	favourite	singer	but	before	I	have	a	chance,	right	out	of	no-where,	an	
empty	beer	bottle	comes	flying	towards	me	and	it	hits	me	right	bang	on	the	
forehead.	A	perfect	hit.	And	all	hell	breaks	loose,	the	crowd	in	front	aren’t	
getting	in	either	and	one	of	them	has	thrown	a	beer	bottle	at	the	other	
bouncer,	only	it	misses	him	and	hits	me	instead.	A	huge	big	lump	appears.	
The	bouncers	grab	me	and	bring	me	inside.	Janine	being	the	nurse	comes	
with	us	and	screams	that	I	need	ice	immediately	so	they	take	me	behind	the	
bar	and	give	me	ice	and	they’re	really	concerned	that	I’m	ok,	that	my	skull	
isn’t	fractured	or	that	I	haven’t	got	concussion.	I’ll	be	fine	I	say,	and	I	hold	the	
bag	of	ice	against	my	forehead.	After	a	bit	we	move	away	from	the	bar.		
	
Suddenly	we’re	standing	at	the	edge	of	the	dancefloor	and	we	realise	...	we	
realise	that	we’ve	done	it,	we’re	in,	we	got	in,	I’m	in	a	fucking	gay	club!		
	
Russ	talks	over	the	music.	
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The	dance	floor	is	packed	and	even	though	the	massive	cartoon	Popeye	lump	
on	my	head	is	throbbing	and	getting	bigger	by	the	second,	I	feel	incredible,	I	
feel	like	I’ve	arrived	somewhere	that	I	belong.	I’m	home.	I’m	where	I’m	
meant	to	be	and	it	feels	so	....	so	totally	fucking	amazing.		And	we	dance.			
	
Annie	Lennox	Sweet	dreams	plays.		Club	lights,	Russ	and	Alfie	dance.		
	
Lights	snap	up	to	bright.	
	
ALFIE:	 It’s	my	first	time	going	to	gay	pride.	We’re	dressed	head	to	toe	in	all	the	
colours	of	the	rainbow.	I’m	not	even	kidding.	I’ve	even	sprayed	my	hair	pink	
and	Cheryl	has	sprayed	hers	purple.	It’s	totally	mad	looking.	We	get	on	the	
bus	and	we	have	like	a	proper	laugh	with	all	the	ones	on	it.	They’re	raking	us	
about	our	hair	and	stuff,	in	a	good	way.	We’ve	drank	near	a	bottle	of	vodka	
between	us,	so	we	are	pished.	By	the	time	we	get	off	for	the	parade	
everyone	on	the	bus	is	laughing	and	wishing	us	well.	It’s	great.	A	buzz,	like	
one	big	party.	I	love	them	all	and	so	does	Cheryl.	We	take	loads	of	selfies	and	
get	over	fifty	likes	on	Instagram	inside	ten	minutes.		
	 	
	 I	love	it!	It	was	just	one	big	party	and	everyone	is	gay	or	pretending	to	be	gay.	
I	wish	the	ones	from	my	school	could	all	be	here	to	experience	it.	I	think	
schools	should	be	made	to	go	to	it.	There	were	these	groups	with	placards	
protesting	about	equal	rights	and	stuff,	it	kind	of	killed	the	vibe.	It’s	a	fucking	
party	people!	Come	on	chill	the	fuck	would	ya.	I	want	them	to	shut	up,	just	
for	today,	just	let	everyone	enjoy	themselves,	I	mean	there’s	enough	shit	
about.	I	know	it’s	important	but	sometimes	you	just	want	to	forget	about	it	
all	and	have	a	good	time	with	your	mates.		
	
‘This	is	Real’	by	Jax	&	Ella	Henderson	plays.		
	
Lights	snap	up	to	bright.	
	
RUSS:	 There’s	no	way	that	I	can	come	out	as	being	gay	in	school.	Not	at	this	time.	I	
Would	last	a	minute.	Can	you	image	it,	the	fuss?	An	openly	gay	PE	teacher?		
	
ALFIE:	 Hey	Sir	are	you	married?		
	
RUSS:	 Right,	enough	of	the	questions,	just	get	on	with	what	you	have	to	do.		
	
ALFIE:	 Sir,	I	saw	you	in	town	on	Saturday.	Was	that	your	wife	you	were	with?		
	
RUSS:	 Not	that	it’s	any	of	your	business,	but,	no,	that	wasn’t	my	wife,	the	girl	I	was	
with	is	a	friend.	
	
ALFIE:	 Woo	...	friend?			
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RUSS:	 I’m	good	at	dodging	the	questions.	Where	other	teachers,	my	colleagues,	can	
just	casually	drop	stuff	into	whatever	they’re	saying	to	their	pupils,	ya	know	
things	about	their	lives,	normal	facts.	For	instance,	my	daughter	gets	three	
times	the	homework	you	lot	get,	or	I	was	out	with	my	wife	on	Saturday	night	
and	...	or,	my	son	is	a	big	fan	of	the	X	factor...		you	get	the	idea.	Just	casual	
comments	that	are	every	now	and	again	dropped	into	the	conversations	and	
the	students	love	it	getting	wee	snippets	of	info	about	their	teachers’	lives.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Mrs	Gilmore	has	three	children		
	
RUSS:	 	 Or.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 Mr	Thompson’s	wife	is	a	teacher	over	in	the	girls’	school.		
	
RUSS:	 Have	to	keep	my	guard	up.	Can’t	let	anything	slip.	Have	to	censor	my	life,	
think	twice	before	I	say	anything	about	myself	to	a	class.	None	of	the	other	
teachers	have	to	do	that.	It	doesn’t	even	occur	to	them	to	have	to	think	that	
way.		
	 Yeah	and	it’s	all	very	well	saying	I	should	come	out	and	be	a	role	model.	Two	
of	the	school	governors	are	DUP	councillors	so	the	thing	is	my	days	as	a	
teacher	in	this	school	would	be	numbered	and	who’s	going	to	pay	my	
mortgage	then,	Peter	Thatchell?	Yeah	right.		
	
Club	lights	‘Joys’	Roberto	Surace	plays.		
	
Lights	snap	up	to	bright.			
	
ALFIE:	 It’s	my	eighteen	and	Cheryl	says	we	need	to	do	something	special.	I’m	happy	
going	to	a	bar	and	getting	wasted	on	shots.		
	
RUSS:	 We	can	do	that	any	Saturday	night.	We	need	a	big	night	out.	A	night	to	
remember.	Just	me	and	you.	We	should	go	into	town,	to	that	gay	club	the	
Kremlin.	It’s	time	you	started	acting	like	a	proper	gay	best	friend.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	know	fine	well	that	she’s	only	using	my	birthday	as	an	excuse,	she’s	been	
dying	to	get	to	the	Kremlin	for	ages.	It	sounds	stupid,	but	I	haven’t	the	actual	
balls	to	go	to	a	proper	gay	club.	It’s	to	do	with	it	being	in	town	and	it	being	
full	of	other	gays.	All	them	gays	in	one	place.	At	least	in	Grindr	it’s	just	one	
other	person	you’re	talking	to.		
	
	 She	eventually	talks	me	into	it.	Getting	ready	takes	forever.	Nothing	I	put	on	
looks	right.	Cheryl’s	ready	in	like	fifteen	minutes.		
	
Club	lights.	Roberto	Surace	‘Joys’	plays.	Alfie	dances.		
	
	 From	the	second	I	walk	into	the	place	everything	fits,	the	music,	the	way	the	
place	looks,	the	people,	the	men.	Everyone	is	having	an	amazing	time.	I’m	on	
	 298	
the	dance	floor	within	minutes	and	I	look	around	and	there’s	fellas	kissing	
fellas,	girls	kissing	girls	and	it’s	mind	blowingly	brilliant.	For	the	first	time	in	
my	life	I’m	not	the	odd	one	out.	For	the	first	time	ever	I	feel	normal.	Cheryl	
takes	some	selfies	of	us	on	the	dance	floor	and	we	get	like	loads	of	likes	right	
away.		My	Insta	is	buzzing.		
I’m	having	a	really	great	time	dancing,	totally	losing	myself.	In	the	middle	of	it	
all	I	look	across	the	floor	and	I	see	him.	Holy	fuck.			
He’s	there	standing	at	the	bar	and	I	stop	dancing,	I	can’t	actually	believe	my	
eyes.	I	move	closer	to	get	a	better	look.		
	
There	he	is	laughing,	acting	like	a	big	camp	Queen	...	My	PE	teacher	Mr	
Macho	McMullan.	I	so	want	to	walk	up	to	him	and	say	hey	McMullan,	man	
up,	you’re	a	disgrace.		
	
Russ	looks	up	and	sees	Alfie	staring	at	him.	
	
	 	 But	I	don’t	do	that.	Instead	...	I	just	dance.			
	
Alfie	takes	off	his	top	and	moves	back	to	the	dance	floor	and	dances.	Russ	watches	him.	
	
Club	lights,	‘One	Kiss’	Calvin	Harris	and	Dupa	Lipa	plays.		
	
Lights	snap	up	to	bright.		
	
RUSS:	 Now	and	again	I’d	get	boys	in	my	class	who	I’d	know	right	away	are	gay.	
Sometimes	they’re	not	overly	girly,	sometimes	it’s	just	something	I	can	see.	I	
remember	this	boy	Alfie.	It	was	pretty	clear	from	day	one	in	first	year	that	
Alfie	was	a	wee	bit	different,	as	the	other	teachers	would	put	it.	Soon	as	I	
met	him	it	was,	well	blazingly	obvious.		
	
ALFIE:	 I	hate	football,	I	hate	all	sports,	I	detest	them	so	I’m	not	doin	them.	They’re	
boring,	why	can’t	we	do	dance	lessons	instead	sir?	I’m	good	at	dancing.		
	
RUSS:	 You	can	do	dance	for	GCSE.	
	
ALFIE:	 That’s	not	fair.	That’s	years	away.	Why	is	football	more	important	than	
dance?	If	I	could	do	dance	I’d	be	top	of	the	class	every	week.	I	would.	You’re	
denying	me	my	education	so	you	are.		
	
RUSS:	 I’ll	be	honest	with	you	there	was	a	part	of	me	that	wanted	to	take	him	aside	
and	squash	the	gayness	right	out	of	him.	I	want	to	see	it	gone.	For	his	own	
sake.	If	he’d	try	kicking	a	ball	the	boys	would	be	ok	with	him.	But	if	he	keeps	
getting	on	the	way	that	he	is	he’s	going	to	have	a	hard	time.		
I	recognised	him,	I	identified	with	him,	I	could	feel	all	the	confusion	and	
insecurities	inside	him,	the	feelings	of	hurt	and	rejection.	There	was	one	day	
when	he	refused	to	take	off	his	clothes	and	get	into	the	shower.	
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ALFIE:	 No	way	am	I	taking	my	clothes	off.	It’s	freezing	for	a	start.		
	
RUSS:	 You’re	just	drawing	more	attention	to	yourself.	
	
ALFIE:	 I’ve	not	even	been	sweating.	I	hardly	did	anything	out	there	I	just	stood	and	
watched.	I	don’t	need	a	shower!	And	I	don’t	want	to	get	my	hair	wet	took	me	
ages	styling	it	this	morning.		
	
RUSS:	 It’s	the	school	rules.	Health	and	safety.	Now	no	more	fuss	just	get	on	and	do	
it.	And	the	rest	of	you	lot	get	on	with	your	own	business	and	hurry	up	for	
your	next	class.	
	
RUSS:		 As	I	walked	out	I	hear	the	other	boys	having	a	go	at	him.	Just	a	bit	of	banter,	
the	way	young	fellas	do.	I	mean	who	can	blame	them	he	brought	it	all	on	
himself.		
	
ALFIE:	 Sir!	They’re	picking	on	me!	Sir!!!!	
	
Club	lights,	‘Don’t	call	me	Up’	by	Mabel	plays.		
	
Lights	snap	up	to.	
	
RUSS:		 At	thirty-	four	I	meet	Colin.	I	like	him,	he	likes	me,	we	get	on	as	they	say.	
Then	I	make	a	choice.	I	make	a	choice	to	fall	in	love	with	this	fella.	I	could	
step	back,	pull	away,	I	could	have	kept	things	casual,	not	everything	has	to	be	
full	on	and	serious.	But	I	don’t,	I	can’t	help	myself,	something	inside	me	caves	
in	to	being	like	everyone	else,	it’s	like	finally	I	can	be	the	same.	I	can	have	all	
the	things	you	have,	all	the	things	I	thought	I’d	miss	out	on.	So	I	go	for	it.	I	
wrap	myself	up	in	a	bubble	of	domestic	bliss.	It	changes	my	life.	He	hates	gay	
clubs	and	gay	bars,	hates	fellas	being	too	gay,	hates	the	negative	stereotype.	
Makes	him	feel	insecure.	We	spend	our	Saturday	nights	having	friends	round	
for	dinner.	I	collect	all	these	recipes,	Indian,	Chinese,	Italian	I	can	make	my	
own	pasta	and	I	bake	cakes.		We	become	hetrogays.	We	Buy	a	house,	
mortgage	ourselves	to	the	fucking	hilt.	We	do	it	up	beautifully,	very	tasteful,	
we	are	gay	men	so	what	do	you	expect.	I	make	a	choice	to	turn	my	back	on	
the	gay	scene.	It	feels	right.	I	reckon	what	I’ve	got	is	a	hundred	times	better	
than	being	some	sad	old	queen	staggering	into	a	taxi	on	my	own	every	
Saturday	night	or	leering	after	some	lads	that	don’t	even	notice	that	I	exist.		
	
Alfie	carrying	drinks	bumps	into	a	drunken	Russ.		
	
RUSS:	 Ah	sorry	mate.		
	
Alfie	gives	him	a	look	of	disdain,	knocks	back	one	of	the	drinks	and	pushes	past	Russ	as	he		
dances	off.	Russ	watches	him	go.		
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RUSS:	 I’m	happy	in	my	domestic	hetero	land.	Going	for	walks	on	a	Sunday.	Cinema	
on	a	Thursday	and	a	pizza	after.	Maybe	a	cheeky	cocktail	at	the	weekend.	It’s	
safe,	predictable,	no	stress,	it’s	nice.			
	
	 Predictable.		
	
One	day	I	wake	up	and	I	have	this	ache,	in	my	stomach.	It	stays	there	on	and	
off	all	day.	The	next	day	it	fades	away,	stays	away	for	another	week	and	then	
I	wake	in	the	middle	of	the	night	with	it.	That’s	when	I	realise	it.	I’m	not	
actually	happy.	I’ve	settled.	I’ve	settled	for	security	over	actually	living.	I	need	
the	passion	back,	before	it’s	all	over.	I’m	still	young	inside.	I	still	have	desires.	
I	still	want	to	feel	stuff.	Fuck	sake	it	was	hard	enough	to	get	here.	I	want	
something	more	than	what	I	have.	It’s	lovely	it’s	very	secure	but	I	don’t	feel	
alive	anymore.	The	thing	is	when	I	tell	him	all	this	all	he	says	to	me	is.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 Get	a	grip.	You’re	having	a	mid-life	crisis,	get	some	pills	from	the	GP.	
	
RUSS	 	 	Is	this	what’s	really	happening	to	me?		Is	he	right?		Am	I	a	fuck	up?		
	 I’ve	spent	weeks	not	sleeping	properly.		
I	wake	at	three	in	the	morning.	I	get	up,	pack	a	bag,	I	leave.	I	leave	my	house,	
our	house	and	I	go	and	I	don’t	go	back.			
That’s	it.	It’s	over.	I’m	gone.	I’ve	made	a	choice.	I	think	to	myself	make	this	
your	paradise	or	your	hell	–	your	choice.			
	
Club	Lights.	‘We	found	Love	in	a	Hopeless	place’	Rhianna	plays.		
	
Lights	snap	up.	
	
RUSS:	 I	get	that	Grindr	app	on	my	phone	then	Scruff	then	Tinder.	Bit	late	to	the	gay	
party	but	hey	what	a	great	fucking	party.	I	write	in	my	bio	masculine	guy	
looking	for	other	masculine	guys,	dates,	mates,	fun	NSA,	no	fems,	no	offence	
just	not	my	type,	beards	and	muscles	go	straight	to	the	front	of	the	queue.	
First	week	I	get	flooded	with	messages,	photos,	taps,	woofs	and	matches,	
invites	at	3am	to	have	sex.	These	were	from	guys,	hot,	young,	old,	straight	
and	married,	trannies,	weird	as	fuck,	all	sorts.	I	Have	a	few	hook	ups.	Go	on	
some	dates.	First	time	actually	going	on	dates	isn’t	that	just	mad,	at	my	age.	I	
have	this	dilemma	do	I	shave	my	pubes	or	not	I	mean	it	seems	to	be	a	thing	
now,	no	pubes	younger	guys	seem	to	like	that.	In	the	end,	I	settle	for	a	bit	of	
a	trim.	Then	all	attention	slowly	fizzles	out.	Same	profiles	every	time	I	opened	
the	app.	Guys	I’ve	been	chatting	to	suddenly	go	silent.	I	get	a	message	once	a	
week.	It	all	dries	up.	I	go	back	to	not	sleeping	again.	Have	I	left	it	all	too	late.	
Too	late	to	the	party	time	to	go	home.	Am	I	over	the	hill?		
So	I	decide	I’ll	do	the	old	fashioned	thing	and	go	back	out	on	the	gay	scene.	
You	know	go	back	to	the	bars	and	the	clubs	that	I	used	to	go	to	before.	But	
they’ve	changed	so	much	since	I	first	started	going	out.	I	hardly	recognised	
anyone,	in	fact	it	was	mostly	new	faces	everywhere	I	go.	I	haven’t	been	going	
to	the	gay	bars	and	clubs	in	town	for	nearly	fifteen	years.	The	thing	that	
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strikes	me	the	most	is	how	mixed	the	crowd	is	now.	There’s	a	lot	of	young	
women	in	the	clubs,	drunk,	off	their	heads,	young	women	and	a	lot	of	them	
not	gay,	straight	girls	who	like	going	to	gay	clubs	and	not	just	straight	girls,	
but	straight	boys	too	going	with	their	gay	mates.	It’s	so	fluid	now.	Don’t	get	
me	wrong,	it’s	good	to	see	it	being	opened	up	but	for	an	old	queer	like	me	
it’s	a	bit	...	confusing	and	I	don’t	know,	off	putting.	I	feel	like	I’m	the	outsider.	
I’m	the	one	that	shouldn’t	be	there.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Any	one	ever	tell	you	that	you	look	like	that	actor?	
	
RUSS:	 	 Chris	Hemsworth?		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Nah	Tom	Hanks.		
	
RUSS:	 	 	Really?	
	
ALFIE:	 	 Yeah	just	something	about	you,	think	it’s	the	hair.		
	
RUSS:	 	 I	look	nothing	like	him,	completely	different	hair.	
	
Alfie	walks	off.	
	
RUSS:	 	 And	he’s	like	twenty	years	older	than	me.		
	 	 Stupid	little	fuck.....	
	
RUSS:	 The	other	big	difference	between	now	and	the	past	is	how	much	fitter	the	
men	looked	these	days.	Jesus,	everywhere	I	look	there’s	guys	with	bulging	
biceps	and	chest	and	arses	you	could	set	a	dinner	plate	on.	To	be	honest	it	
makes	me	...	well,	it	makes	me	kind	of....	fucked	off.	
I	feel	bitter.	I’m	angry	at	myself.	I	have	allowed	myself	to	get	cheated.	I	
bought	into	this	fucking	idea,	I	made	a	choice	because	it	seemed	right,	I	got	
sucked	in	and	gave	away	my	life	for	a	life	in	suburbia.		
	
The	first	time	I	walk	into	this	club	it	takes	me	right	back.	It’s	a	different	club,	a	
new	one,	but	it	takes	me	back	to	that	first	night.	The	night	with	the	Popeye	
bump	on	my	head	and	the	bag	of	ice	with	Janine.		Only	this	time	now	in	my	
mid-forties	I’m	like	invisible	no	one	looks	twice	at	me,	I’m	not	eligible	
anymore,	I’m	over	the	hill,	a	novelty	not	part	of	the	scene.		
	
Club	lights.	Roberto	Surace,	‘Come	on	Everybody’	plays.	
	
RUSS:	 I’m	stood	close	to	the	bar,	bit	worse	for	wear.	I	look	over	at	the	dance	floor	
and	I	see	him,	right	there	in	front	of	me,	this	guy,	this	young	fella	watching	
me,	this	fit	gorgeous	looking	young	man.	Staring	at	me.	There’s	something	
very	familiar	about	him,	he	looks	like	someone,	maybe	I’ve	chatted	to	him	on	
Grindr.		
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He	sees	me,	he	actually	notices	me,	suddenly	I’m	not	invisible	anymore.	I	give	
him	a	smile	and	he	smiles	back.	A	big	smile.	Jesus	where	has	this	come	from?	
	
Russ	moves	towards	Alfie	on	the	dance	floor.	Russ	dances	alongside	Alfie,	occasionally	they	
make	eye	contact.			
	
ALFIE:	 I	really	haven’t	thought	it	through,	I	don’t	know	what	I’m	doing.	I’m	like	
testing	the	water,	seeing	how	far	I	can	take	it.	How	far	I	can	reel	him	in.	How	
far	he’ll	go.	Will	he	recognise	me?	Does	he	even	remember	who	I	am?	I	don’t	
think	he	does.			
	
RUSS:	 It’s	bizarre,	like	I’m	back	in	time.	Like	I’m	being	handed	back	my	life,	this	guy	
this	young	beautiful	guy	is	interested	...	He’s	not	looking	away.	He’s	looking	
at	me,	his	eyes	are	on	me.		
	
They	get	closer,	building	up	to	lips	almost	touching.	
	
ALFIE:	 I’m	reeling	him	in,	I	have	him	right	in	the	palm	of	my	hand.	To	think	I	can	do	
this,	it’s	me	in	control.		Fucking	macho	PE	teacher	McMullan	being	pulled	into	
my	web.	I	see	the	look	in	his	eyes,	he	wants	me,	I’ve	got	this	power	over	him,	
I’ve	never	had	this	before	and	it	feels	fucking	amazing.		
	
	Russ	reaches	out	his	hand,	gently	caresses	Alfie’s	chest.	
	
RUSS:	 It’s	him,	the	gay	boy	from	school.	Alfie.	Shit	he’s	changed.	Jesus	fuck	he’s	
changed.	Confident.	Good	looking.	My	head’s	fucked.	What	the	fuck	are	you	
doing	Russ.	I	mean	what	the	fuck.	Step	back.	You’ve	got	a	choice.	Your	
paradise	or	your	hell.	It	definitely	feels	like	paradise.		
There’s	something	about	the	wrongness	that	makes	me	want	it	even	more.	
Fuck	predictable,	fuck	the	right	path.	I	want	to	cross	this	line	so	bad.	So	bad	
and	I	don’t	care	if	it’s	wrong.	At	this	moment,	it’s	right.		
	
Russ	kisses	Alfie.		
	
Alfie	breaks	away.	
	
RUSS:	 When	I	finally	come	back	up	for	air	I	look	across	the	dance	floor	and	I	can	see	
someone	with	their	phone	out.		like	they’re	taking	photos.	Photos	of	me.	I	try	
to	see	who	it	is	but	I	can’t.	She’s	off,	disappeared	into	the	crowd.		
	
Lights	snap	out	of	the	club,	music	stops.			
	 		
RUSS:		 There’s	something	strange	going	on	as	I	drive	into	school	on	the	Monday	
morning.	It	strikes	me	as	soon	as	I	come	through	the	gates,	I	can	see	the	kids	
look	at	my	car	in	a	certain	way.	Like	they’ve	never	seen	it	before.	I	get	out	
and	walk	up	to	the	staff	room	I	can	feel	all	their	eyes	on	me.			
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Emily,	my	second	in	department	comes	up	to	me.	
	
ALFIE:	 Have	you	seen	that	photo	that’s	going	around	the	school?	It’s	of	you	in	the	
club.		
	
RUSS:	 My	heart	takes	a	massive	nose	dive.	It	comes	flooding	back.	She	quickly	takes	
her	phone	out	of	her	pocket	and	shows	me	it!		
Sure	enough,	there	I	am	snogging	the	face	of	this	young	guy.	This	very	young	
guy.	Shit!	Jesus	Christ!		
I	go	out	into	the	corridor,	none	of	the	kids	can	look	me	straight	in	the	face.		A	
few	of	the	cheeky	lads	smile	and	say.	
	
ALFIE:		 	 Hi,	morning	Mr	McMullan	sir,	how	ya	doing?		
Good	weekend	Sir?		
	
RUSS:	 	 I	ignore	them	and	head	for	my	office.		
	
My	lessons	that	morning	are	all	over	the	place,	I’m	not	concentrating,	the	
kids	have	other	stuff	on	their	mind,	like	me	kissing	Alfie	Shaw.	I	see	them	all	
looking	at	me.	Even	when	they’re	off	working	on	their	tasks.	They	look	at	me	
differently.			
	
I	get	an	email	from	the	head	asking	to	speak	to	me.	I	get	cover	for	my	last	
lesson	and	I	head	up	to	his	office.		
He’s	not	alone,	the	deputy	head’s	in	there	too.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Have	you	anything	to	say	regarding	this	photo?	
	
RUSS:	 No,	not	really.		
I	mean	it’s	pretty	self-explanatory,	I’m	kissing	someone,	another	man.	
	 What	else	does	he	want	me	to	say.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Mister	McMullan	you	realise	the	implications	here.	
	
RUSS:		 Yes.	Yes,	I	do.		
They	all	know	I’m	gay.	The	students	all	of	them.	It’s	not	against	the	law.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 The	other	person	in	the	picture.		
	
RUSS:	 	 He’s	young.	I	know,	not	good.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 He’s	an	ex-student.		
	
RUSS:	 	 I	feel	weak	all	over.	I	knew	this.	I	already	knew	this.	What	can	I	say.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 You	taught	him.		This	doesn’t	look	good.		
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RUSS:	 I	don’t	answer	him.		
The	deputy	butts	in,		
	
ALFIE:	 We’ve	had	quite	a	few	phone	calls	from	parents,	concerned	parents,	and	
some	boys	have	come	to	see	me	saying	they’re	not	comfortable	taking	
showers.			
	
RUSS:	 	 I	nod.	There’s	nothing	I	can	say.		
	
ALFIE:	 	 Children’s	well-being	is	our	top	priority.	We	cannot	afford	any	kind	of	slur.		
	
RUSS:	 I	tell	him	I	hadn’t	actually	done	anything	wrong,	I	hadn’t	broken	any	laws.	
They	both	nod	and	look	sheepish.	They’re	not	buying	it.	I	know	they’re	not.	
	
ALFIE:	 Only	a	matter	of	time	before	the	press	contact	us.		
	
RUSS:	 Fuck.	Then	the	Deputy	chimes	in		
	
ALFIE:	 Our	concern	is	that	a	teacher	of	your	standing	has	a	responsibility.	A	certain	
standard	of	professionalism	to	uphold.	I	mean	the	whole	school,	even	the	
younger	years	have	seen	this.	
	
RUSS:	 	 Then	the	Head	says.		
	
ALFIE:	 Russell,	Mr	McMullan,	this	has	got	nothing	to	do	with	your	...	sexuality,	you	
know	that	we	support	you	in	this.		
	
RUSS:	 As	he’s	saying	this	I’m	thinking	Bullshit!	This	has	got	everything	to	do	with	my	
sexuality.	I’m	kissing	another	man.	Ok	a	younger	man,	a	lot	lot	younger,	and	
he’s	an	ex-student.	Ok,	fair	enough	not	good.		
	 Fuck.	I’m	an	idiot.	A	total	fuck	up	of	an	idiot.		
I	think	about	apologising,	of	agreeing	that	I	had	acted	irresponsibility,	that	I	
was	carried	away	by	the	moment,	by	the	atmosphere,	by	him!	By	him.	But,	I	
don’t,	I	just	look	across	the	desk	at	these	two	men,	in	their	suits	and	their	
ties,	their	polished	shoes	and	the	words	of	their	minister’s	Sunday	sermon	
flying	around	their	heads.	There	is	nothing,	nothing,	that	I	can	say	that	is	ever	
going	to	make	them	see	things	from	my	point	of	view,	not	now,	not	ever.	
How	can	I	get	them	to	understand	that	it’s	a	gay	club,	a	gay	space,	a	safe	
place,	things	are	different	in	there.	The	lines	are	blurred.	The	lines	are	not	the	
same	lines.	They	have	a	different	view	of	the	line.	Their	line	is	straight	down	
the	middle,	clear	and	strong,	no	breaks,	no	curves,	no	room	for	anything	else.		
	
ALFIE:	 You	need	to	take	some	time	off.	We	need	to	let	things	settle	for	a	bit	before	
we	can	think	this	through.	
	
RUSS:	 You’re	suspending	me?	
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ALFIE:	 You	don’t	want	to	be	here	in	this	school	if	the	media	get	wind.	Not	good	for	
you,	not	good	for	the	pupils,	not	good	at	all.			
	
RUSS:	 The	deputy	mumbles	something	about	doing	the	right	thing,	following	
protocol.	I	look	right	at	him,	at	his	face,	his	whole	body	language,	he’s	so	
deeply	uncomfortable,	he’s	squirming	in	his	seat,	can’t	make	eye	contact	
with	me,	like	he’s	going	to	get	contaminated.	He’s	fucking	pathetic.	He’s	a	
disgrace,	he	shouldn’t	be	in	charge	of	educating	children.	And	then	it	hits	me.	
In	that	moment	I	realise	it.	These	are	the	people	whose	rules	I’ve	been	living	
with	my	whole	fucking	entire	life.	The	people	whose	approval	mattered	to	
me.		And	the	anger	that’s	been	a	part	of	my	life	rises	up	and	fills	my	body.			
	
		 I	storm	out	of	the	Head’s	office	and	I	don’t	know	who	I’m	the	most	angry	
with,	me	or	them.	I	go	straight	to	my	office,	put	my	stuff	into	a	cardboard	box	
and	I	walk	through	the	school	and	out	into	the	car	park.	
	
I	stop	dead	in	my	tracks.	My	car	has	got	FAGGOT	written	across	the	bonnet.	
My	mouth	falls	open.	So	much	for	fucking	progress!	So	much	for	everyone	
embracing	the	gays,	for	equality.	There	are	kids	looking	at	it,	some	are	
pointing	and	laughing,	it’s	a	great	fucking	joke	to	them	all.		Maybe	I	deserve	
this.		
	
I	climb	into	my	car	and	I	drive	off,	the	word	faggot	still	scrawled	across	the	
bonnet,	kids	point	and	laugh	as	I	drive	away,	a	few	run	after	the	car.	It’s	my	
perfect	exit	from	a	life	I	borrowed	and	thought	that	I	owned..		
	
Club	lights,	“Promises’	Calvin	Harris	plays.	Lights	snap	up.		
	
RUSS:	 	 As	I	drive	I	think	back	to	the	prank	calls	I	made	as	a	kid	and	I	remember		
ringing	the	people	who	live	across	the	road	from	us.	The	Woodburns.	I	know	
their	eldest	daughter	Hanna,	she’s	older	than	me.	I	found	out	that	she’d	just	
got	accepted	into	the	Police,	the	RUC	as	a	trainee	police	officer.	She	had	to	sit	
a	couple	of	exams	and	do	a	few	interviews	to	get	there,	this	is	something	she	
has	set	her	heart	on.	She’s	so	over	joyed	about	it,	a	life’s	dream	come	true.	I	
mean	Hanna	isn’t	the	prettiest	looking	girl,	ya	know	what	I	mean	chubby	
face,	piggy	eyes,	mousy	hair,	always	eating	crisps,	cheese	and	onion	breath.	
This	is	her	big	chance	to	be	something	more	than	porky	Hanna.	No	one	round	
our	way	knows	anything	about	this.	You	don’t	speak	about	these	things.	Way	
too	risky	even	in	a	loyalist	area	like	ours.	I	only	know	about	it	because	I	was	
sitting	in	our	kitchen	with	the	door	open	and	I	overheard	Hanna’s	mother	
telling	my	mother	all	about	it.	
	
(Fake	Southern	Irish	accent)	Hello,	is	that	Hanna	Woodburn.	
	
ALFIE:	 	 Yes.	Yes	it	is.	Who’s	this?	
	
RUSS:	 	 You	don’t	know	me	Hanna,	(pause)	but	I	know	you.	I	know	all	about	you.		
	 306	
	
ALFIE:	 	 What?	
	
RUSS:	 I’m	ringing	you	to	give	you	a	warning.	It’s	come	to	our	attention	that	you	are	
joining	the	RUC.		
	
ALFIE:	 Who	is	this?		
	
Pause.	
	
	 Hello.	
	
RUSS:		 We’re	watching	you	Hanna.	You’re	a	marked	woman.		
	
ALFIE:	 Mummy!	(Terrified).	Who	is	this?	Who	are	you?	
	
RUSS:	 You’ve	been	officially	warned.	So,	listen	or	suffer	the	consequences.	
	
Russ	hangs	up	the	phone.	
	
RUSS:	 I	had	her	in	the	palm	of	my	hand.	I	have	all	this	power	over	her.	Me!	I’ve	
never	felt	so	important	......		
	
	 I	find	out	a	few	days	later	that	Hanna	has	withdrawn	her	acceptance	of	the	
job.		
Don’t	judge	me,	I	was	a	kid,	I	didn’t	fully	realise	the	consequences.	But	
thinking	about	it	now	I	think	I	did	her	favour.	I	mean	she	could	have	been	
killed.	I	most	likely	saved	porky	Hanna’s	miserable	life.		
	
As	I’m	sitting	in	my	car	years	later	I	think	to	myself	why	was	I	such	an	angry	
wee	boy?	I	never	thought	of	it	that	way.	Angry?	I	never	thought	I	was	like	
angry,	I	was	just	having	a	laugh,	but	now	I	know	that	I	was.	And	the	thing	is	I	
kept	on	being	angry,	over	and	over.	And	finally,	I’ve	worked	it	out,	I	know	
exactly	why	I	was	so	fucking	angry.			
	
Russ	leaves	the	stage.		
	
ALFIE:	 	Another	thing	I	found	out	doing	my	school	research	is	that	in	1997	a	police	
man,	a	young	gay	police	man	was	shot	dead	at	point	blank	range	inside	a	gay	
club	called	The	Parliament.		
	 There’s	hundreds,	maybe	thousands	of	policemen	in	Northern	Ireland	so	why	
single	out	a	gay	one?	I	couldn’t	find	an	answer	to	that.	Did	the	IRA	hate	gays	
more	than	they	hated	the	RUC?	Yer	man	Jeff,	the	one	who	went	to	the	
European	court	said	that	the	paramilitaries	were	particularly	vicious	to	the	
gays	they	get	an	extra	thrill	from	killing	a	gay.	Jesus	that’s	just	sick	in	the	
head.	Apparently,	this	murdered	gay	RUC	fella	had	problems	coming	out,	he	
got	a	lot	of	comfort	and	support	from	the	gay	scene.	He	felt	safe	and	
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supported	there.	Fuck	me	how	wired	up	is	that?	I	feel	sorry	for	the	fella,	I	do,	
but	I	can’t	help	thinking	he	should	have	been	more	careful.	I	mean	like	the	
city	centre	is	a	melting	pot	of	all	religions	someone	was	bound	to	do	
something	about	him	being	a	peeler.	The	RUC	told	their	police	officers	to	stay	
away	from	city	centre	bars,	but	then	again,	he	was	gay	where	else	was	he	
going	to	go?		
	
	 Things	were	dead	different	back	then.	It’s	like	so	hard	to	imagine	it.	But	the	
thing	is	the	DUP	were	around	then	and	they’re	still	around	today,	so	maybe	
things	aren’t	that	much	different?	Not	when	you	look	at	it	closely.		
	
‘Good	as	Hell’	by	Lizzo	plays.	Alfie	dances.	Russ	looks	across	at	him,	they	hold	the	gaze.	They	
dance.		
	
RUSS:	 A	week	after	all	the	shit	I’m	back	in	the	club	standing	at	the	dance	floor.	This	
time	for	the	first	time	in	my	life	I	know	that	this	is	my	space,	it	was	created	
for	me,	I	fucking	belong	here.		I’ve	crossed	the	line	and	I’m	saying	fuck	you.	
Fuck	you.....	
	
Sigala	&	Ella	Eyre’s	‘Came	here	for	Love’	plays.		
	
Alfie	appears.	He	stares	at	Russ.	There	is	a	moment	of	tension.	Russ	nods	and	gives	Alfie	a	
smile.	The	music	grows.		
	
Russ	and	Alfie	dance.	They	get	closer,	building	up	to	lips	almost	touching,	Russ	reaches	out	
his	hand,	gently	caresses	the	other	younger	man’s	chest.	This	time	Alfie	doesn’t	break	away,	
he	pulls	Russ	closer	to	him.		
	 	
The	End.			
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
